The Burial of a Queen

To see us lowering the true coffin down

By torchlight, with some few of her true friends,

In Peterborough Cathedral, all alone,"

" Old as the world," said Ford.   " It is the way
Of princes.   Their true tears and smiles are seen
At dead of night, like ghosts raised from the grave!
And all the luxury of their brief, bright noon,
Cloaks but a dummy throne, a mask of life;
And, at the last, drapes a false catafalque.
Holding a vacant urn, a mask of death.
But tell, tell on!"

The se\ton took a draught
Of ale and smacked his lips.

" My uncle lived

A mile or more from Petei borough then.
And, past his cottage, in the dead of night.
Her royal coach came creeping through the lanes.
With scutcheons round it and no crowd to see,
And heralds canying torches in their hands,
And none to admire, but him and me, and one,
A pedlar-poet, who lodged with us that week
And paid his lodging with a bunch of rhymes.
By these, he said, my uncle Robert's fame
Should live, as in a picture, till the crack
Of doom.   My uncle thought that he should pay
Four pence beside; but, when tho man dccUrcd
The thought unworthy of thcbo august events,
My uncle was abashed.

And, truth to tell,
The rhymes were mellow, though here and there

he swerved
From truth to make them so,    Nor would he

change

1 June * to ' July' for all that we could say,
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